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Rev. VII, 4 Oe. 8 — - 
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WE. M * 


e — Doe Tore. 


1  GPveexDoUs Grace! 1 Darling bleeds © 
Toxanſom Rebels doom?d to Hell; _ 

might Heav/ns Lamps * Tt — 1 

| as A And hides their Faces 1 in e * N be 


2 Tranſcendem Lese !. it was A me, OP 


For me, among the ſinking Race, 
He bled and dy'd upon the Tree. _ 
Where ſhall J hide my blubjag Fine? 


3 Mele, melt, my Heärt PR, a. Lac 3 
Of pious Grief, and holy Shame 
Could I weep crimſon Tears of - Blood 
Fas W was the "OY La abe | 
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4 Js My Thou Flower of Paradiſe, 


ve did-ne*er its equal meet; 
"Peach n me Thy Lovelineſs to prize; 


Thou ſpotleſs Fair, thou heavenly Sweet. 


f * 


„ . 5 With ſweet Delight, oh | let me trace 
The Wonders of Redeeming Love: 
= ' *Till IT behold my Saviour's Face, 
1 On Sion's TO ** above. 


ANOTHER 


Ti Y Saviour dy'd, oh wond' rous Grace! 
He meekly ſulfer'd in my Place ; | -* 
How ſhall I all his Goodneſs tell? 5 0 
His Loye is ſure * 22 TY 41 


2 My wand'ring Thoughts, where have 8 been 2 
Oh why have I fo little ſeen 3 
Into this lovely Myſtery, | , 
That Cukisr for Love to me did die? 
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EL 23 Riſe, oh my Soul! with Heavenly Zeal, 

And wing thy Flight to Calvery's Hill; 
247: See there the dear expiring Lamb, | 

| He bears my Burden and my Shame, | 


4 See how the Nails his Fleſh did tear! ——— 
See how they pierc'd Him with a Speag } | 1 
"+ <4 Oh, wond'rous Love ! it was for me 


[ 
He bled to Death on yonder Tree. | . 
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5 „ Tis fiuiſh'd, “ ſaid His wal 


And funk among the Waves of 
"Hz fought, and bled, and Cel 5 . 
Salvation to the Nlaughter'd Lamb! 


6. Here would my Thoughts with Pleaſure flay, 
Wond'ring till my expiring Day, 
And mourn, as Salem's Daughters did 
O'er a . crucify'd ! 


ANOTHER. 


J D E A R Saviour, what amazing Nn G 
Was that which brought Thee et above 2 
To ſuffer in this Vale of Tears, 
For three and thirty mournful Years ? 


Lad _ - 


2 Sweet Jesvs, when thy Death I view, 
The ancient Wonders ever New; 
This doth my _— Spirits raiſe, 


And fills my thankful Heart with Praiſe, 


Oh 1 who, that caſts a wiſhful Eye, 
To ſee the Lamb on Calubry die 
Can ever of His Goodneſs doubt, , 
Or fear that He will caſt them out. 


- 


4 There let my Thoughts with Wonder lay 8 3 


Till all my Griefs are wip'd away; 
Nor may I ever grieve him more, 


Nor eber diſtruſt ; is Mercy's Power. 
N aa 
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Y s | n * M N 5. 5 > ' I 
- Thus while 1 ſing His Bleeding Love, e 


- My unbelieving Fears remove: 
Ohh! may this ſweet delightful Song, 


For ever dwell upon my Tongue. 


6 Help me, dear "AY tune hy Hearty , 
And in Thy Praiſe, Tl bear my part; ©" 

til I ſee Thy Face above, | 

. = Then ſhall I better 50g 1 7 Love. ; 


-_ ANOTHER. | 
Fe EHOLD the loving Son i Gos - 2 4 


Stretchꝰ'd out and naiPd unto the Tree | 


| I : - How freely He pour'd out "His Blood N 
_ For ſuch Poor " worthleſs Worms as we! «rf 


2 What Love and Pity mov'd His Heart, 
That He would leave that glorious Place 


* And ſuffer ſo much Pain and Smart, 

” 3 fave a ſinking, dying Race? | 
=— 2 Opoundlef, Love! O matchleſs Grace! 
11 f Who, who can found th' unfathom'd Deep 4 


While Angels at this Myſtery gaze, . 
Let fav rite Worms admire and N 


4 O tell it out to Sinners, tell a | 

Loudly His Sovereign Grucs proclaim 12 4 
Who dy'd to fave our dealt from n. . 
Salvation to the bleeding Lamb. 
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mn. * MN V. 
A THE R. 
1 C1 OME h me all ye Saints Nb 


„Loud Tet us raiſe Fn wlts Songs; . 
Before His Throne with Angels bow, ; 


And ſhout His Praiſe with chearful Tongues, 

2 Glory to Thee, dear Lamb of God, 5 
That left the ſhining Realms Above, Nog 3 
To wallow thro' a Sea of Blood : — 8 
O boundleſs Strength of dying Lose! AY 

The Prince of Lays came - 


Mountains of Sin, and e e, 1 
The Monſters did againſt him rar 
Yet march'd he on to our Relief. 


4 In vain the Prince of Darkneſs fought,, _ - 
When Jxsus on Mount Calv'ry tod; 
Then forth our captive Souls he 8 8 
Cloath'd with a N dipp'd in Blood. 


a 
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5 The Bleeding Lamb, the Wornan's Seed; © 4 
Cry'd out, „ Tis finiſh'd,”” when he dy N | 
Then He had bruis'd the Serpent's Head, 
And all the Bands of Death unty'd.. 


6 See how the Jaws of Death were We. | 
When Jssus did from thence . 7 
He gave its Gates a fatal Stroke, 8 J 
And flew with FRO thro? the Skies. | 


— 8 | * 7 There 
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- There Jrzvs our Fore · runner fits 

With awful Splendor on His Throne: 
While Saints and Angels round Him waits, 

And ſhout His Praiſe, "with Joys unknbwn, 


8 His loud Hoſancahs we will ſing 
With the celeſtial Choir's above ; 
Till this wide World with Echo's ring, 
Of Jesvs and His dying Love. 


| 9 Glory to Thee, 0 7 of Gop ! 
Thy lovely Name we'll {till adore : 
Well ſing of Thy Redeeming Blood, 
Till Time n e be no more. 


0 And when He WES us Stranger home, 
_ Unto our Father's Houſe aboFwe: 


Our Songs in that bright World to come, 
Shall be of ” end His Love. 


HU Y M N VI. 
ANOTHER. 


TY | EHOLD, my Soul, th' nr Cas + 
Whoſe Fleſh the Nails did tear: | 
y Sins have ſpilt my Saviour's Blood, 
And pierc d him with a Spear. 


Oh! what id my Redermer move, 

To leave Father” $ Breaſt ? 
Sure Pity drew him from above, 
Ang would not let Him reſt. 


VS 


n V MN M $ 
4. My Thoughts with awful Wonder rife 
Jo ſee Him on the Tree: 


And I am loſt in ſweet Surpriſe, 
To think, He dy'd for me. 


40 boundleſs Love ! how ſhall I Praiſe? 
| How ſhall I love Him more ? 
With GabriePs Songs my Voice LN ae 
My Jssus to adore. ' 


HYMN Vkh : 


ANOTHER. 


V 


"FF ESUS, OC EA. 
7 5 | Thy Praiſe ſhall fill my Tongue ; 1 
: Help me ye Hoſts above 

To raiſe my joyful Song. 


Him we'll adore, whom mer with Scorns, | 
Did ſpit * and Crown with Thores 


gn 


3 When Jzsvs Fought and Bled, 3 
The Devil's Kingdom fell; 5 Ss 
His Voice, Ti finiſhed, 
Shook all the Powers of Hell: 
Come all ye. Saints and ſing with me, 
Te Him who dy'd en Tow Tree. 


* 


* 


* * * * . 


3 Methinks I ſee what Crowds 
BY Of Worms, ſtood gazing round ; 
What Sackcloths gach'd the Clouds ; 

| What Earthquakes clave the Ground: 
Surprized ſtood the Hoſts above, 
Well may we ſing His wond'rous Love! 


22 23 
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4 Iasvs, when I Ea < 
And trace Thy Foottteps o'er, . 
"23" neck; away, 
Ws, > To know, and love 'Thee more : 
My Bleeding Lamb "PII Rill adore, 
Till Heaven aad Earth ſhall be no more. 


5 But, ok * ho ſball-I how | 
That Depth of Love divine! 
Which made my Saviour bow 
His Head, and ne*er Repine ; 
: Sure Love like this, was never known ? 
Before His Throne I'll cat my Crown. 
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6 I'll cat my Crown, ug ſing, 
And never ceaſe to Praiſe, 

= My Saviour and my King, 

| 3 And Tunes of Pleaſure raiſe; 

| This, this, my Joyful-Work ſhall be, 
Thro' Tue and long Eternity. 
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EH OLD the Lamb immaculate, yo” 
With Thoughts of Love, and Tendernefſs, 8 
He came. and left Hcav'ns glorious State, —v "27> pl 
Into this howling Wildernels : 7 * 
He could not reſt in Heav'n, and ſee 
Vs doom'd to endleſs Miſery. . = 


While wand*ririg thro' this V ale Tears, 
He mourned like a Turtle Dove; 
He ſpent his Three and Thirty Vears 
In Sorrow, and then dy'd for Love: 
For Love to Sinners, ſuch as me.— © 
Sure this was Love beyond Degree. 


3 Why, O my kind Redeemer, why, 
Why didit Thou love my Soul to well? 
That thou would'ſt Bleed, and Groan, and Die, 
To ſave my Soul from gaping Hel: 
This is the dazzbng Myſtery, nw 
At which Ul gaze Eternally. bis. 2, 3 


4 Hither ye weary, Wand'riag 3 
Who long for cooling Streams of Bliſs 3 | 
No Siloam or. Betheſda's Pools, 
Are like the Streams of ' Paradiſe © 
In our ſweet Saviour's wounded Side, 
a precious Fountain's open'd widle, 


nn - H Y M N . 
5 Jxsvs, Thou bleeding Prince of Love f 
| Our longing Souls to Thee draw near; 
If now o'er us, Thy Bowels move, 
Our fainting Souls with Cordials cheer: 
With Shouts of Praiſe we'll then proclaim, 
Loud Hallelufaks to the Lamb. 
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TOS + NCE flaughter'd, now exalted, Lamb, 
| 2 Thy Love ſhall be my conſtant Theme, 
Nor ſhalf I weary grow; © 
Long as eternal Ages roll, 
With Pleaſure my admiring Soul 
Before thy Throne ſhall bow. 
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2 Thy Charms have now my Soul o'ercome, 
I've found the Heavenly Stranger Room 
. In my admiring Breaſt: 
© Oh! Thou that liv'd and dy'd for me, 
Come in, and to Eternity 

Make my poor Heart thy Reſt. 


Let me each Moment taſte Thy Love, 
Thy heavenly Drawings from Above, 
Is ſet my Heart on Flame: 
Then ſhall I all Day long proclaim. 
Loud Hallelujahs to the Lamb, 
That lovely charming Name. 
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2 4 Thus 
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4 Thus would I love, and ſing, and gaze, 

And ſpend the Remnant of ny Days 
In ſuch divine Employ : - 

And when with Salem's Choirs I ſing, 

We'll make the golden Streets to ring 
With Notes of boundleſs Joy. 


u I * K. 
ANOTHER. Sa 


H! if I had ten Thouſand 8 8 
They all ſhould mingle in ſweet Songs 
To Thee, dear flaughter'd Lamb; 5 
Since Thou with Pity in th Heart, 2 
. So freely bore my Pain and Smart, 
PI fiog Thy TO Fame. 


2 Oh! how amazing was thy Low, ; 
That Thou wouldſt leave thy Throne above, 
To ſave a dying Race 
Dear Jzsvs we would praiſe thy Name 
Loud Hallelujabs to the Lamb, 2 
- We'll ſing thy Sov'reign Grace. 8 | 


3 Oh! that in ſweet angelic Songs, 
We could employ our joyful Tongues, 
And never, never tire ! 5 0 
Come, Lord, and make thy Goodneſs known, . 
Unveil thy Face, without a Frown, ND 
To' raiſe our Joys the higher, 
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And bought us with thy Blood. 


H T MIN 8, 


4 Yes, we will praiſe Thee, lovely Lamb, 
We will extol Thy worthy Name, | 
For Thou didſt take our Part: 
When plung'd in helpleſs Miſery, 
None pity'd our ſad Cafe but Thee; 
We'll ſing thy bleeding Heat. 


5 Jzsvs, our gladſome Hearts rejoice ! 
We ſhout thy Praiſe with chearful Voice, 


o 


Thou wounded Lamb of God: 
Eternal Glory be to Thee, 
Who bled and dy'd on yonder Tree, 


1 6 Ve frozen Hearts, come melt to ſee 0 = KY 
What he endur'd for you and me:; 
Come leave your 'Toys, and view, 
And gaze upon that pit'ous Sight, 
And ſurely you, with all your Might, 
Will love and praiſe Him too. 
n 29 608 ' 3 © THAIS 40 
| Drin Commiunion\ with G O D. 
"Y H! Tar I could but love my Gop! 
| Oh ! that His Love was ſhed abroad 
In this poor ſtony Heart of mine, 
To change and make me all Divine. TT, 
2 Oh! that my Heart were all on Flame 
Of Love to Thee, thou loyely Lamb! 
How ſhould I then chant forth thy Praiſe, © 
And ſing like Saints in ancient Days? 


3 My. 


H Y MN N 8. 13 


3 My thirſty Soul doth long for The. 
Hide not thy lovely Face from me? 
Come, Thou deſire of Nations, come 
And make my waiting Heart thy Home. 
2 
4 What mean theſe breathings after Thee 12 
Didi Thou not form them firſt in me ? ; 
And ſhall I ſeek, but never findz + ; 
And will my Saviour prove unkind? dd 


5 No, Lord, Pll not diſpute thy Grace, 
Which pities Adam's helplefſs Race: 
Nor will I caft thy Word behind, 
For every one that ſceks ſhall find. 


6 Now Locd, 1 AF: to fect” thy Grace, 55 e 
Jo ſee the ſmilings of thy Face; 


To hear thy pard' ning Voice, that!! 
May ſweetly AB BA en R « cry. = 


7 Now Lord, the Earneſt let me prove 
Of thoſe Eternal Joys, above e; ns 
And I with Heaven's triumphant Tron 3 
Will bear 5 Praiſe upon" my le e 


"x * M N XII. 


%. ä 
| 434 * 
'F ATI N would 1 bw my bleeding Lamb, 
Fain would I loſe this Heart of Stone, 
Jesus for Thee diftreſs'd I am A 1 
Hear my unutterable Groan; "EY 
Haſte my Beleved from above, ''. © 7 
F il me with all the Powers of Love. 


2 Sweet 


HY, N N 8. 


2 Sweet n how Thou lovedſt me 


5 4 


When Thou was naiPd to yonder Wood ; 
With-reftleſs Cries, I fly to Thee, 
Fain would T ſhare with Thee my God: 
Haſte my dear Sav'our from above, 
And fill my Soul with Heav'nly Love. 


3 Thou know'ſt, my God, I cannot reft, 


No, Lord, I will not let Thee go, 
Till of Thy Love I more than taſte, 
Until I feel my Heart o'erflow : 

Haſte my Beloved from above, - 
And Gll n my Soul with . Lore. 


4 Lord, at Thy Call the Wond'rers come; ; 


Dear Saviour canſt Thou fee me die? 
Here at Thy Feet ſhall be my Home, 

And if I periſh, here I'll lie: | 
But come dear Saviour from above, 


| Shew me ſome Tokens of thy Love. 


5 Come, my Beloved, haſte away, 10 


4 


4 ” $4 dwclls above the ſtarry Plains, 


Come fill the Hung” rings Thou haſt given ; 3 


Mark what my longing Soul would ſay, 
And give me, Lord, the inward Heay'n : 


Haſte, my Beloved, 3 above, 
Fill me with all the Powers of Lore. 


H Y M N XIII. 
Praiſe to GOD. | 


w AKE my Heart, awake my Loops, 
And burſt into an holy Song: 
His Praiſe I'll ſing in lofty Strains, 


* * 
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2 I will 


. = 


6 
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5 Ye Captives bound in Chains ariſe, 


And bear His Praiſe upon your Tongue. 
6 Praiſe Him, my Soul, my joyful Powers, 


7 Come, the Redemption Morn, how long 7 


n „* M N CL = 


Thou Maker of my wond”rous Frame; 153 5 8 
Nor ſhall my Tongue forget to tell, 
That Love that ranſom'd me from Hell. n 


3 Come let us all chant forth his Lo , 


Ve Saints below, and Saints above; | 
To Gabriel's Harp we'll loudly fing, - 


Till Heav'ns reſounding Manſions ring. 
4 Help us, ye Angels, ſound abroad, 


In thund'ring Notes, the Power of Gods ---.. : A & 
But we your ſofter Lays esceed, F315. 
Since He to Death for us did bleed. 


His Mercy reigns thro? Earth and Skies; f 
Come forth and join the ranſom'd Throng, 


Praiſe Him, til my expiring Hourdjas . 
And when among the Tombs I lie, | 
My Soul ſhall ſing above the Sky.” 


Oh! then I'll join the Heaven-bora Throng : 
His Love in Anthems we'll extol, _ 1 
Long as eternal Ages roll. | ,*; = 


HY M N XIV. 
ANOTHER. 


NCIENT of Days, Thou great IAM, 
Through all Eternity the fame, n 

Thy boundleſs Glories far ſurpaſs 
The whole Creation's Thovghts and Praiſe. 


* 
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2 All Worſhip is thy native Right, 
Parent of Life, and all Delig bt, 
3 With Hearts, and Songs, aud Awe profound, 
To whole Creation's utmoſt Bound. 


3 While glowing Seraphs praiſe thy Name, . 2 
We, from beneath, would catch their Flame; 
With them out Hearts and Voices raiſe, 

In ſweet harmonious Songs of Praiſe. 
Mee it K 7 el 

4 We ſing the Glories of thy Po-Wer, 

8 Thy Wiſdom's Depths, our Souls adore ;- 

With reverent Joy dur Songs confeſs 

% Thy Juſtice, Truth, and Righteouſneſs, 4 


5 Thy ſmiling Mercy, Love, and Grace, 
Our ſweeteſt Joys, and Songs ſhall raiſe, | 
y teeming Goodnefs' boundleſs Store 
e' ng, till Time ſhall be no more. 


6 We bow before Thee, Great Unknown, 
And join with Angels round thy Throne, 
In one harmonious joyful Song, 
While endleſs Ages roll along. 


4 


H r Mt IP, *- 
ANOTHER © 


: TYARKE ! from the everlaſting Hills, 
What Muſic all the Region fills ? 

Their Joys, their Shouts, their Melody, 
Through all the Land of Plraſure fly. 


. 


2 Millions 


n r M N 6 19 


2 Millions of Millions, fill'd with Joy, _ « - 

| Their Hearts, and Tongues, and Harps, employ 
In Songs ſurpaſſing ours, a |. £ 
As Noon-day Sun a twinkling Star. 


| 
3 They circle round the dazzling Throne, 
And ſing to HIM that fits thereon, _ 
And to the Lamb once lain, they raiſe 
Redemption-Songs, and ſweeteſt Praiſe. 


4 Riſe, riſe, our Souls, inſpir'd with Love, 
And join the raptur'd Hoſts above 
In Songs of ſweeteſt Harmony, 
Thro' Time and long Eternity. 


5 We'll magnify thee, O eur God, 
Who haſt redeem'd our Souls with Blood; 
Thee, Great Emmanuel, we ſing, | 
Who did to us Salvation bring. 


G6 The Work is thine and not our own, 
Our praiſes wait thy Head to crown ; 
On Earth, and in the World above, 
We'll ſing thine everlaſting Love. 


H T M N VL: 
ANOTHER. 


I HO ſhall I praiſe th” eternal God®., 
| I ſink beneath the pond'rous Load. 
I want a Cherub's Voice and 'Tongue, . 
And Wings of Love to bear my Song. 


* 2 
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2 Pm ſtruggling with my native Clay, 
And wiſh for Wings to fly away, 
As Larks toward the upper Sky, 
And bear my Songs hor aiſes hi 


3 O for ſome burning Coals of Love, 
Sent from the Altar-Fire aboye, _ 
Io kindle all our Hearts and Tongues, 

To flaming joys and hegy'nly Songs. 


4 We'll praiſe thy great and dreadful Name, 
Tbine everlaſting” Love proclaim; 


And humbly worſhip at thy Feet, 


; + Mhere Majeſty and Mercy meet. 


5 Salvation, and an endleſs Song, 
Unto thy glorious Name belong ; 
We'll found abroad thy worthy Fame, 
And fing the Glories of the Lamb. 


6 Worthy art thou who dy'd for us, 


And gain'd Redemption on thy Croſs, 
Worthy to reign, while round thy Feet 
Our loudeſt Hallelujah s meet. 


H T MN SVIL 
-. Ephefiant iv. 30. 
2 [7 TERNAL Spirit, we confeſs | 


Thine inward pow'r to ſave ; 
And to thy Hands we give our Souls, 
The Work with Thee we leave. 


2 Great 


# MN s. 
3 „ Secs io Thc; 


miſe of Jesus come, 
And make our willing waiting Hearts, 
Thine everlaſting Home. | 


3 O let us prove th 7 ſaving Pow'r, 
Thy precious-Fruits beſtow ; 
Seal us To own, and make us bear 

Thine Image here below. 


4 Seal us to that Redemption- Day, 
When Chriſt our Lord ſhall come, 
To call us from our duſty Beds, 
And take us with Him home. 


5 Nor let us ever grieve Thee more, 
Thou heav'nly peaceful Dove; 
O that our Hearts, and Words, and Lives, 
Were all transform'd to Love. 


6 Give us to read thy "Witneſs 7 .f | . 


And taſte thy Combi ſtrong. ;. WF 


In Life and Death, then, far above, 
Mix with the ranfom'd Throng. 


HYMN Em. 
Ter. -Xxiii, 6, Iniduti# Rig Previuſt. a 
HY glorious Name; Er mühuel IT 22 
. . — Prince's Pfiacer eb gl IP 


Our joyful Notes ſnall ſound abroddeg 
Thine everlaſting Righte6uſneſs, bf, 


C 2 2 Innocence 


> 
** 


2 Laggeence and Obedience 1 ; 
With Death beyond all Thought ſevere . N 
.Þy Juſtice juſtify'd, all meet, | 

And NE] in Thee amazing clear. 


1 Thy ev'ry Thought, and Word, and Deed, 
All pure as ſpotleſs Holineſs ; 
Thy Suff”rings all the Hell drank in 
OF all the 1 Grace! 


4 O glorious Righteouſyeſs of God ! 
A Robe fo rich and fair as this, 


Immortal Eyes have never ſeen? 
We ſing the Lord our Righteouſneſs, 


5 This marriage Robe outſhines the Sun, 

Ties brighter far than AngePs-Dreſs ; 

It wakes our Hearts to lofty Songs 
To Thee, O Lord, our Righteouſneſs. 


6 We praiſe Thee now, and hope to ſtand 
In this white Robe before the Throne, 


Eternal Praiſes there to Sing, 
With Tunes and Voices yet unknown, 


H 1 MN XIX. 
4. Hymn of Proſe fo the Blood of Chriſt. 


E Dion the Lord of Glory dies, 
| Our Sin-attoining Sacrifice ; 
What ſhall we render to our God, | ö 
Who has redeem'd us by his Blood, x 


** * - Yr a Wy" 1 * 
* . _ 


HYMNS 


> His Blood, worth more than Worlds, he pai 
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id, 


3 Ranſome Price from Death's dark Shade; 


Our Souls exult, and ſg aloud 
Of precious, healing, cleanſing Blood. 


3 Unnupber r'd crimſon Sins waſh'd white, 
| Whiter than Snow in his pure Sight ; 
In which, the Heavens are not clean, 


O Nykbey deep, and ſweet to Man! 


4 We're loſt in Wonder, Love, and Joy, 
And all our Powers we glad employ, 

In highelt Praiſe to 'Thee, our God, 
For 'Thine invaluable Blood, 


5 With the redeem'd unntinber'd Throng, 


Around thy Throne, we join our Song; q 
Salvation and immortal Fame 


Belongs to God and to the Lamb, 
6 We ſing for Joy, and hope to ſtand - 


In long white Robes at thy Right-Hand 


And help to fing in loudeſt Strain, 
Worthy the Lamb hat * been ſlain. 


HYMN, * 


John 1 35. Feſus Wept. 
: 1 8 . the dear weeping Jesus go 


=» 


With melting Heart, and ſtreaming 71 


He weeps and walks, as Mourners do, 
To fre the Grave where Lazarus lies. 


$ 


2 What 


z 


Fs 
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2 What tender Sympathy he felt, 


With Sifter-Mourners o'er the Dead; 
Pity his tender Heart did melt, 
Compaſſionate as when He bled. 


3 Thus our great High- Prieſt Rill is kind 
Too all His weeping Followers here; 
Their Sorrows touch his humane Mind 3 
He bottles up each ally Tear, 


* 1 lovely pattern, Friend indeed ! 


When ſhall our Souls thy Image prove; 

That we may kindly weep | 

And be diſſoly'd to tender Love. 
| * 


and bleed, 


F O take away our Hearts of Stone, 
Root all unfriendly. Tempers out; 
Give Hearts of Fleſh to every one, 
Let Softneſs fit on every Thought. 


6 Thus we in Friendhip Truth, and Love, 
Conform' d to Chiift, ſhall live and die; 
Then find our happy Friends above, 


Where Tears are wip'd from every Eye. 
H T M N 


5 Sol. Song, i, 1. Tan the Roſe of Sharon. 


Tk 


The 


8 
* 


HEN Jxsvs ſpraks tow ſweet the Sound, 
Fam the Roſe of Sharon's Ground | 

lorie of the'Rofe ſhall ſhow 

xcellenet to Men below. - 


un u * u . 
2 And is m Shout Sharon's Roſe? 
Faire of all the Flow'rs that blow; | 


His Beauties and his Fragrancy, - 
I in this queen of Flowers ſec, 


3 Here wou'd I make plies R 
And paſs my joyful Hours away; F 
Charm'd with his Beauties, which ſurpaſs 
The bluſhing Roſe's faireſt Dreſs. | 


4 O for an Unctian from above, 
Io clear | Sights $96 and. fire 
Then ſhall I fea 2 
On Chhriſt the Flow'r of aradiſe. 


5 His boundleſs Gloxies ſþall . 7 
My Head, my Heart, my Tongue, wy jox „ 
Apd Songs a-kin to Heay'n PI raiſe, 
And rival Angels i in his Be. PEP * 


6 Hete, and io Hoa u, my Heart and Tongues. 4 
Shall mingle with the 75 r 


The Roſe of Sharon ſtill all be 
Our Song throughagt Eternity. 


H Y MN XXII, 


Sol. Song, ii, 1. The Lily of the Val. 


UR Saviour borrows Names from Flaw'ra, - 1 
To teach his Loye's triumphant ; | 
The Lily of the Vallies He, 
De fore whom Angels bow the Knee, 


. 


— 
* . - 
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A 2 The Lily in her milky Dreſs, 
Diſplays his ſpotleſs Ri tebuſneſs ; 
Her golden Seeds His fulneſs tell, 
Her ſweet Perfumes, His fragrant ſmell. 


3 She's tall, but gently bows her Head,. 
 _ _ - So He was number'd with the Dead; 
J But all that Flow'rs, or Angels boaſt, 
Are in our great Emmanuel loſt. ; 


4 Fair Lily, in the Heav'ns above, . 
Thou art our Saviour and our Love; 

Thy Glory and thy Sweetneſs yield, 

Eternal Joys thro? heav'nly Fields. 


5 Teach us blind Mortgls — below, 
Triumphant Lamb thy Name to know; 
Thy Name as Ointment poured forth. 
Will fill our Hearts with love and mirth. 


6 Thus tun'd to fing thy higheſt Praiſe, 
In higheſt Worlds to endleſs Days; 
We will *till Heav'ns high Arches ring, 
The Lily of the Vallies ſing. 


MN XII. 
1. Pet. > 8. Whom having not ſeen. ye Love. 
x Want to love my Sav'our God, | 
Who lov'd and bought me with his Blood; 


When ſhall I feel the ſtone remove, 
And all my Soul ov'rflow with Love. 


. | 2 Come, \ 


ne u * 8. 27 


2 Come, Holy hoſt and 1 e YT 

Thro' all my Heart the od ; 
To Thee let all. my pow'rs Unite. 
And find Thee my ſupreme Delight. 


3 Ten thouſand thouſand Loves like mine, 
Are "wy; ſhort of. Thine; 2 


Blow yp my Spark inte a Flame 
Of Love to Thee, dear lovely Lamb. 


4 Without Love a all my ow'rs. are loft, | 
And worſe, they 2 in the 12 855 
Come lend thy Wings <cleſtial Dove, _ 
Raiſe and enflame them all with Love. 


| 5 To love my Lord, he phenyl 
My Antipaſt of Heav'n be this ; 


With humble, holy, growing Flame, 
To love and praiſe thy charming Name. 


6 Prepare my Soul by heav'nly Love, 
For the ſweet World and Work, abose; 
The prince of Love I there ſhall ſec, 
Ad love and praiſe Eternally. | 


HY MN XXIV. 
On Iſa. xxxv, 1, 2. 


TAN (once like Eden, where he. Ir d,) 
Is now a fright ful Wildernefs; ; 


A fruitleſs Savage, howling y 
A Deſart ſolitary Place. 19 5 


D 9 Remember 


— 


* 
8 
: 


— 
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2 Remember; Lord, thine ancient. Word, wy”, 
And pour thy conqu'ring Grace abroad 5 
= Transform this horrid Wilderneſs - | 
= Into the Garden of the Lord. 


3 Come, Lord, and fill this barren Earth 
With ſmiling Bloſſoms all around; 
Beauty and Fruit, Gladneſs and Mirth, 
Shall make it like old Eden's Ground. 


4 Eternal Comforter, come down, , 
Thy wonder-working Arm make bare ; 

To thouſands make thy Goſpel known, 
And bring the wand' ring Strangers near. 


For this we raiſe our Cries to Thee, 
Lord hearken to quf, eatneſt Pray'r; 
That joyful Day O let us ſee, 
And in the Conſolation ſhare. 


„„ r 
1 73% iv, 14. Feſus Died, and Roſe again. 


1 TESUS Dies —boundleſs Myſtery ! 
«of I'm ſtruck with Awe, and Wonder ſweet; 
. The Stars he hangs in yonder Sky, 
; | Are but the Duſt beneath his Feet. 
Ei Who ſpread yon azure Heav*ns abroad, 
1 Expires in Agonics and Bleod. 


2 He form'd the Sun, and gave him Light, 
The Angels too, of brighter Flame: a 
But both are Darkneſs in his Sight; 

The Light of Heaven is the Lamb. 
He Dies; the Sun doth veil his Face: 
Te ſee his Maker on the Croſs, 


Jr 3 In 
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3 In midnight Weeds the noonday Sun, 
Tells me to hide my bluſhing Face: 
He bleeds for Sins that I had done, - 
He bears my Sins, and foul Diſgrace. 
I bluſh to took, and more to hide 
My Face from Him, who for me dy'd 


4 My Sin the mourning Skies reprove, 

The groaning Orbs bid me repent; - 
The pond'rous Earth did trembling move, 
The Temple's Vail and Rocks were rent. 

Conquer me, O eternal Love! | 
Nought elſe my marble Heart can move. 


Amaz'd I ſee how vile I am ! 

While Roeks more yielding me reprove ; 

Now let me bow with lowly Shame, 

Before the bleeding Prince of Love ; 
Behold Him on his Croſs and Throne, : 
And fing the Wonders He has done. [ep 


F- AAS TE- - L 


6 Jesvs Dies, oh! that my thin Veins 
Could weep forth crimfon Tears of Blood ; 
He bled with agonizing Pains 
When He alone the Wine Preſs trod. 

Look, oh my Soul ! to Calv'ry's Brow, 
And let my Heart and Eyes o'erflow. 


7 The Father gives his Darling up, 
More lov'd than Iſaac e'er cou'd be; 
For us, to drink the bitter Cup, 
And bleed his Life out on the Tree : 
The Father points His glitt'ring Dart, 
And thruſts is through His guiltleſs Heart. 
, D 2 | 8 See, 
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8 Sec, oh my Soul! they lead Him forth; 
Bruis'd and faint He bears his Crofs ; 
His dying Cries they make their Mirth; 
He ſinks heneath my heavy Wees: 
Tesvs Dies ! oh! lament my Soul, 
He's pain'd and bleeds to make thee whole. 


9 He thirſts, his Friends are fled away, 
His Foes no drop of Water give; 


The Sun forbjds one chearful Ray; 

His Father leaves Him thus to grieve, 
Three darkfome Hours He filent hangs, 
In Conflicts, 1 and Pangs. 


10 Oh! whither, whithet ſhall I go ? 
Where ſhall I find ſome ſhady Grove? 
In Woods let me walk to and fro, ' 
In filent Deſarts let me rove. 
There let mine Eyes like Fountains flows 
With Tears of Love and Sorrow too. 


E A 0E I. 


11 When Joſhua pray'd the Sun ſtood ſtill, 
That 1/ra'Ps Hoſts their Swords might wield 3 
But midnight Weeds his Light did veil, 
When //r4/s God was on the Field: 

The Sun goes down at noon, while He 
Doth make the prince of Darkneſs flee. 


12 AlPs dark and filent, there He hangs, 
His thoughts and ſtreamipg Blood do roll 3 
With mournful Joy He feels his Pangs ; 
And ſees the Travail of his Soul : 

Thoughts cannot reach, nor Angels ſee 


His agonizing Love to me. 
A* 13 Thus, 
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13 Thus, in the greatneſs of his Strength - |. /: 
He travels, and the Viet ries gain; $2700 t 
He conquer'd Death's proud king at leugtb. 
While crimſon Drops his Garments flain. 
_ Hoſannah to the bleeding Lamb, 

Captives redeemꝰ d ſhall ſhout thy Fame. + 


14 Riſe, ſhine my Soul, thy Light is come, 
Thy priſon doors are thrown wide pe 
Why ſhould my ranſom'd Tongue be dumb? 
Why ſhould I ſtill in Parkneſs grope? 
Jes8vs in Darkneſs bled for me, 
That J his heav'nly Light might fee. 


15 Each Pang, each Wound, and drop of Blood, 
In pow'rful Language plead for me 
Forſook, He'cries, my God ! my God! 
That I might nefer forſaken be. 5 
Tis finiſh'd, cry'd th' expiring Lamb; 
The ranfom'd Church ſhall ſhout thy Fame, 


P A. U 8 E III. 


16 He Dies for Love, oh ! this can wart, 
Can melt my adamantine Heart ; 9H 
This does my Soul's affections harm, ;) 
His Love wounds like ſome winged Dart. 
Tho' icy Chains my Soul did bind, h 

Love makes it low, no more conſin'd. 


17 He Lives, who dy*d, oh! this can fpread © * 
Triumphant pleaſure this? my frame; 
He ſprings out of the gloomy. ſhade, 
And tells me I fhall live with Him. 
I caſt away my needlefs Fears; . | 
Love flames, and Joy wipes off my Tears. 
| 18 Dear 


— 
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18 Dear Lord! Death's vanquiſh'd, Thou art gone 
From Earth, with Shouts and Trumpet's Voice; 
In.circling Clouds, to God's high Throne, 

To ſee thee God and Saints rejoice : 
Clouds are. thy Chariot, Angels wait 
With Joy t' attend Thee to thy Seat, 


19 Like Victor, that in triumph ride, 
Thou to thy Palace didſt repair; 
The everlaſting Doors thrown wide, 
_ The Xing of Glory enters there ; 
Hell groans; Heav'n's Arches ring again, 
He lives and reigns that has been lain, 


— 


20 Break filence, oh! ye drooping Saints, 
Hark how they ſing! while you complain, 
The Muſic jars with your Complaints : 
Come lend your Ear to th' heav'nly Strain, 
*”T will charm your gloomy Griefs to reſt, 


And fill with flow'ry Joy your Breaſt. 
| PANT £1V. 


21 Strapge ! how his Glory ſhines abroad, 
- And Hoſts of Angels bend the Knee 
Before Him, who in Show'rs of Blood 
Pour'd out his Life, for Worms like me : 
But now He lives, and bleeds no more, 
Where Storms, and Clouds are all blown o'er, 


22 Thy Vict'ries, dear triumphant Lamb, 
Thy Church with joyful Tongues ſhall ſing, 
Shall ſhout thy Praiſe, and fpread thy Fame, 
Till Heav'a and Earth with Triumphs ring, 

Come, ye that mourn for Sin and ſay, 
Shou'd you not wipe your Tears away? 
1 1 23 He 
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23 He Lives, who bled to Death for vou 
Forget your Fears, tune all your Pow'rs; © 
Let burſting Songs for ever floß | 
From thoſe lamenting Tongues of yours. 
All your Complaints can only prove 
You are the Obje&s of his Love. 


24 Awake, and ſing, left Stones cry out, 

And ſhame your Silence with their Songs; 

See how your waſting Moments float, 

While Silence binds your uſeleſs Tongues 3 + . 
Aud fay can all your Griefs attohe - _. 5 
For one Offence, that you have done? 


1 


— 


25 Come, deck your Souls, in Virgin Dreſs, 
Taſte of his Love, more ſweet than Wine; 
Bow low, and thank Him for his Grace, 

And drink the flowing Pleaſure in. 
Jesvs, I wipe away my Tears, | 
And join my Soul, and Songs with theirs, . 


HT MN XXVI. 
An Hymn fer a Mourner. 


1 That I could but look by Faith _ 
| On every Word Jehovah ſanh! - 
Sure this would be a ſweet Relief 
From finking Fears, and Unbelicf. 


2 And why ſhould I not truſt his Grace, 
Who pities Adam's helpleſs Race; ' 
The Strength of Iſrael will not lie, 41 
He will not paſs a Mourner bßß. 


* 


"LACK = 
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3 Truth more unſhaken than the Hills, 
Still with the Lord Jehoyab dwells ; 
And tend'rer than the Mother's Tears, 
His Love doth reign thro* countleſs Years. 


4 Why then my Soul, theſe ſad Complaints, 
My God can well ſupply my 99 > 
Why did this Monſter Unbelief i 
Fill my unwary Heart with . 


5 There, fb der Eumbzueln Fate, N 
Shines forth "unbounded glorious Grace, 


And ten reſt Bowels melting o'er 
A. Sinner, empty, helpleſa, * | 


6 Jasus, -encourag'd by chy Charme, | 
J haſte, I fly into'thine Arms; 
There let me loſe my poad'rons Load, 
Nor eyer more 3 my God. 


u T M1 * XXVII. 


That I. could but now lay hold 
By faith, on Chriſt my Lord! 
O that I now divinely bold, | 
Could venture on his Word! 


2 What ails thus tim' raus Heart of mine? 
This Heart of Uubelief: 

If I can all to Him reſign, 
Why walk 1 thus in Grief? 


38 p 


3 Ariſe 
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3 Ariſe my S&ily;n0-lenkjer Raf: 1: | | 
Ling' ring, id fad fulpences- + gg 

Jehovah calls thee, * 1 n 11 
Ye Fears be baniſn d hence. „nE 


4 By you I've beer? dethin'd too long 
From . Boil} * T i | 
Dear Sav*onr lpbſe my am'ting 5 ue fm 
To cry, ay 70 * God. f 


x See Lord, ” 8 2 Mourner's bart, 
— And help my Unbelief; Hatt, 
And chace Ken th 1 deſponding Hearts 

Darkneſs, and cars, and rief. . 


* 


6 Help me to. teu, give me to Know 
The riches of thy Grace 
To light me e this Vale below, 
Till I ſhall ſee thy Face. 


HY MN Xxvm. 
ANOTHER. 


H'! : where 'ſhatha'poor Wand'rer go? 
Where hide me from a World of woe? 
When Refuge fails on ev'ry ſide, 
And God his lovely: Face doth hide. 


2 My earthly Comforts fade away, 
Like Flow'rs cut down with with' ring Hy: 
But when T look at ſighted Grace, 
This veils with guilty Shame my Face. 


WS: E 3 While 


4 u 0 


3 While thus I mufe om all m nen 
And look to God for fone] -.- oo 
I'm quite aſham'd to aſk for more” 
Bleſſings, ſo oft abus'd before. 


4 But why my Soul, ſunk down fo low? 
ough I've no where elſe to go, 
And have on all his Mercies rede, 


He Aill i is a long ſuff ring God. 
Pl go, 1 venture near his Thos, 


What 


He has 8 many. a one; 
And if I ne'er his Fayour meet, 
I can but periſh at his Feet. * 


s But O, God! with Pity ſors 
8 helpleſs Mourner caſt on Thee: 
Then in thy Praiſe I will out- vie 


The ranſom'd OW Ng - A the Sky... 


* 
* 


HYMN. — 


. How deſolate I ſit; 


1 5 be the Miſery, 


In this Vale I meet. 


2 My Morning, Days are fled away, 


On Trouble's toſſing Wave; 


Nor will the fleeting Moments _y 


21 


Whieh waſt me to the Grave. 


- +1: how pe err 


0 
; 1 
f 
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When in my a Eyes 2 
1 Survey d 9 's Charms ; $25: 6 4 
I fondly — * — 5 


of . 
111 e 
n my un FP ya 
373% 4 * * 9 , = AS : 
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* 
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4 Nor did I eter my jon reeal, 
So fondly. pleas'd was I, 
Until che 'Wormwood and the TY 


Imbitter'd all my Joy. 1 oa WY 


5 I thank that kindly Hand, * 
Which with a painful Blow, 
Deſpoileth my imagin'd Scene 
Of Happiatſs below,” 
6 Now, der Phyſician, ies me n — 5 oh 
Whoſe Hand has made me bleed; ' | 
Nor ever more let my poor Soul 2 75 
Seek Life among the Dead. 


7 O Thou dear Sorreign of my Heart, — 
Command my willing Breaſt, | 6 
And let poor Mary's better Part . 8 
Be mine eternal Reſt. C 


Eo 


| 


1 H * M N XXX. 8 , i 3 
An Hymn of * to GOD. 


NCIENT of Days, to Thee we bow, . > 
And found thy Praiſes high; . 8 - 
Before thy Throne our Crowns we throw,” | | 3 
Like thoſe "GOT 'Sky, © BE 
.* g . RY >» — 4 0 OE * 8 
9 : ic" LAS 2 ; - $ O ſar hs 4 
% | / 4 A . : 5," 


£ 4 1 * . 
2 O for ſome- Coal of Wer Plaine, N 


To touch our earth-bern Pengves, 7 
That we may ſing thy glorious Name, 11368 4 
In more exalted Songs. E 
3 With Gabr#/ and, the ſhining Tian, 1 
That throng thy Courts above, o 


* AS We'll praiſe the Lamb tba has hen ain, 11 U 
And ling Kae Loge. : 


"I \Jchoxah's Love, oh, height of Gee} N 


And depth bf Myttery Dol ae 
That He wou'd pity POE 8 Roc . 
And ſend his Son to dic. * * 0 ; 

2 FTP Love! the Cauſe we ne'er can Ene E 


n E eee 
It puzzles Men and Angels to. 
The painful Steep to climb. en 2 01 


6 Vet Love it is, and Love to us, — 
And here our Hopes gain ground ; F 
We ſaw it in our Say'our's Croſs, | 8 

And ev'ry bleeding Wound. 


7 And ſtill in our Emmauu 128 . 


or We read unbounded Love; 


Well read it there 114 * * 
In yon bright World } 


H.-Y M N XXXI. 


nd. 
Thou ſov'reign Builder 0 .our Frames 
Thou Saviour of our ace. 


9 7 - * 2 Who 


. N NM N. 8 


Deſire, and cry to Thee? 
For the ſuuuet Streams of pard'ning Love, 
Which 1 and ſets us free. | 


8 Awake my Soul, from luggiſh bat. | 
My boundleſs Wiſhes. go, 2 
With Cties, inceſſant as my Days, | ha | 

Where Streams of rale owe DE pe 


4 Eternal Love, 1 lte y Eyes, 
And gaze upun thy ns. re; 1 
And will my IsUs bow the Skies, 
And dwell with, mortal Worms 388 
J Thy Promiſe tells us Thon wilt ben, 


And our Defrres full); 1211 ver 
We caſt away our netdleſs Fear, | 9d 1%; 


* 


** 


* 
. 
t *. 


And on the Fromiſe duell. 5 1 


6 Teach us to know, halp 1 us. a” | ** f * 


For theſe En e 1 42 
Till we are rais'd to that = 12 ©, 


Whole Ori and Wants c.. 1o6 


HY M N n 3 


J Nun in 16. God 47 eu. 2 4 
Lord, I know Thou cab. not ber s 3 9 
To paſs a Mourner by; Haz OE 


No, nor a Sigh, ar falling Peary 
* cler * ä 


2 Who would bet, O thou dacred Do.! a2 


a „„ „ 90 


2 n v M br. 
2 My Goa: LOVE, that c wan * > 
Unto the Saints ſo dear: : 
© Ye Mourners make it your {weet Theme, 


will chaſe away your Fear. 
3 Tis LOVE, who can unfold its Charms, 


Or tell its Beauties o'er ? 
Oh, LOVE! I'n fall into thine Arms, 
z / NorVer diſtruſt Thee more. n 


4 No Lord; while thy dear Name i 1s Lore, 
And 1 have Breath to pray, y, D 
No ſad deſponding Thoughts, * move a 


My Heart from Thee away. PI 0162.4, 
5 Dear Prince of hve, unfold to me, 2 


6 


The Myſt'ries of the Name mm 2 


Thy Name through long r "LEP 
Shall be my joyful Theme. i 
* | 6 Then ſhall « ons, Glorie, more | 


— 


Of Love, which 1 ne'er ſaw before, : 
Which N Perer knew. +5 - 1 


H IT M N XXIII. 


Dube. v, 2. Hall in Love... 


þ OME, peaceful Dore, and with us lays 
And ſhed abroad wy Love 5 
Nor let us fall but by the Wa 
To our ſweet Home above. : 
1-4 GCE 3; 07: J- og & >: 0. * 
A O may we walk with growing Strength, | \_# 
II Wildom's pleaſant ways, n, 
Till all ſhall meet. in Heav'n af lengti⸗ 
_ To 45 Jehovah's Praiſe. 


* 3 Come 


Be open'd to my View, , or a 


Come PA de. ve on 3 nens, 
& mere of 2 Dor, groves deep; | 
Then. ſhall our balmy Lips impart. - ROE 
| Refreſhment fo thy Sheep... Thy jc OP " 3 
4 What kind. Defigns to ſerve and pleaſe, . | bs 
Will then our Hearts o'erflow ß; * 
Io ſeek our Brethren's Joy and Eaſe 8 
In this ſad Vale of Woe. SE .3 


5 We ſhall like Ruth, that pleaſant St, 1 
Our dear Companions love: fe 5 6 
Shall walk with them, (nor ever fairit) * 5 
To Cana we Land aboD re — 
6 There ſhall*we ſee the Prince of bee, * 4.4; e 
And with our- Brethren . 9 
In Anthems loud to praiſe his Grace, +} * 
A mn (240 195 Na MF 
* «273, : D = : 


John xiv, 18. wy will not Ibis you Gris 72 
will come e $6g4 e 


I 8 Lord, fulfil thy gracious Word, 
Leave us not Comfortleſs; s = 22 
We reſt our Souls upon thee Lord, 132 . 3 4 
And truſt thy promis d Grace. 
2 Let us not truſt that Grace in ain; "<7 2 
But'Witneſs with our Hearts. 
That Thou, who for our Sins waſt ſlain, -=M 
Art now our Better Part. 2 
3 Throughout this howling Wilderneſs, W . 
And ev'ry darkſome Gloom ;. oY” 
Lead us unto that wealthy Place, W . A 4-49 
TRE weary Pilgrim's Home. - 
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Gen. lin, ili, 1 er, avg 4 wats 
*  grieved him and 5 4 . "and hated him. 
But in Bou abode in Strength, an the Arm,. 


of his Hands were made* * b the' might 
God of Feed hey oo Be ugoLy 


ben. x GEE, wi mighty. God,, the Archery ſhoot, 
= hit, and grieve m Soul full e, ; a 
"IP And while E-ſcek, .but 4755 en 
5g I faint in ev'ry trying Hour. * 
- . My Basmies their. Swords As: ware 
13 Around my poor defenceleſs. Headz 
I How houlg a Child . Weakneſs. oY 

Such Onſcts daſh my Courage dead. 


3 Diſp c thoſe qut-ftret, ch'd ende of r 
of Jacob ꝭ mig 
> doc licth Tolls Strength — wine. e 
By which he ev'ry-Foe withſtood. ö 


IS Then ſhall my Bow abide in Stren 
Nor ſhall I fear what Hell can do; 


2 
My gaſping Foes ſhall die at length, 
And a bright Crown adorn my — SY Y 


5 Then, when my Foes are all o'ercome;: | + 
GabriePs, or ſome kind Seraph's Wige, 4 
Shall. waft me to my wiſh'd for -Home, 
To rival Jeſepb, while he ſings. 
86 We'll. caſt our Crowns before the Lamb, 
| And fing with Notes moſt loud and Tweer; 
=. . We'll ſay throug u Thee we- e 92 4 
= + ru workip at aer Fxet. 1 * 
HYMN 
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Luke xix, 41. He beheld the Cit a wept over 1. 


W 


As He deſcends old Salem s 
Tears ſwell his Eyes, untune his 


2 What mixed Voices do I hear, 


HY dos the Man of ee Wap” 
While all his Friends around wed F 


oice. 


5 v4 


" His Friends o*ercome with Joy do ſhout $ - 


He weeps aloud; yet doth declare, 
« Had they not ſung Stones had CIS 


Refoice, his Bowels coll, 
With Pity o'er Fera/atem, 


3 While they 


More kind than love 
Or'er his rebellꝰous Abſalom. 


David's Soul, 


4 He ſaw the Place He long had Wea,” 


Where ſtood the Holy Temple, 


* fair, 


Which He had choſen for his Reſt, 
Whither the Tribes did oft Repair. 


5 And thus He pouts his flowing Woe, 
Oh! that thou hadſt but known, He ties, 


Thy golden Day 


of Peace: but — 89 


Tis hid for ever from thine Eyes. 
6 May we, of Jzsvus learn't to weep, 


Weep for ourſelves and Children too; ; N 


And may our God in Safety keep, 


Both us and them from IPs Woes 
HYMN 


* * 


* 


F 
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H Y'M.N | XXXVIL 
For a Backſ/lider. 


0 0 3 1 could ſay © my God is mine,” 
What golden Days were they ! | 
My Heart ad then ſeem all Divine, 
I lov'd to Praiſe and Pray. 


2 How did I loves my Saviour then, 
Ho ſweet hy Service was; 
And while his Faee-did on me ſhines 
1 Join 'd to bear his Croſa. 


3 Then ſtood my Mountain firm and 8 
And Sin I trampled oer; 


Surely, faid my unwary Tongue, 
I ſhall be moy'd no more. | 


4 But oh !, what, Changes have I ſeen, 
Since thoſe delightſome Days: «+ 
My fooliſh Heart has wand'ring been 

In Sin's ynpleaſant Ways. 


5 What Woe and Griefs have fill'd my Soul, 
Since I forſook my Guide; 
And fill the Clouds hich round me roll, . 
His lovely Face do hide. | 


6 Nor can I Love, or Pray, or Praiſe, 
Or ſweetly make my Moan ; 
As once I could in ancient Days, 
But now my Comfort's gone. 


ES 8 ; * x 1 
* 4 4 e * - 4 ww. * 7 mourn 
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7 I mourn, as doth a widow'd Dove, 
And ſeek my God in vain ; 
Oh !- my eternal God of Love, 


Viſit my Soul again. 3 


8 Oh! take away this Heart of Stone, 
This Unbelief remove? | 
And hearken to my feeble Moan, 
And let me taſte thy Love? 


9 Once more let every filigl Grace 
Be graven on my Breaſt ; | $5 wt 
And lead m thro* this World's wide Maze, 
. To thine eternal Reſt. 


HYMN XXXVII 
ANOTHER. 


ITH. mournful Pleaſure, I ſu 
The Comforts once I found in God; 
But now I've wander'd from the Way, g 


In crooked Paths that are not good. 


2 Oh! what a Mercy 'tis that I 
Am out of Tophet's burning Lake; 


Unto a gracious God can cry, 
And plead for my Redeemer's Sake. 


& 


F 


3 Once more, O Lo, I would draw near, 
And own to Thee how vile I am; 
But ſcarce dare lift my Voice in Prayer, 


To Thee, becauſe of Guilt and Shame. 
| F 2 4 Thanks 
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4 Thanks to thy Name, oh! God of Lore 
1 That I am on this Side the Grave ; 
f Thy Judgments did fo lowly move, 

2 Becauſe Thou doſt Delight to Save. 


5 Lord, I confeſs my Sins, to Thee, 
| | What a backlliding Wretch I am; 
I mourn my Fooliſhneſs to ſee, _ 
g And at thy Feet fink down with Shame. 


6 Here at thy Footſtool will I lie, 
Mourning for all my Fooliſhneſs; 
Dear Saviour, with a pitying Eye 
Look down, and view my fore Diftreſs, 

7 And if Thou ſtill long-ſoff* ring art, 
And waiting ſtill thy Grace to ſhow ; 
Heal the Diſorders of my Heart, 
And make it with thy Grace o'erflow. 


HYMN XXXIX. 
Going to the Honſe of GOD. 


1 'O 5 how delightful 'tis to ſee 
Great Numbers walk in Company, 
And throng the Temple's Gate! 
To ſee the Holy Tribes appear, 
To ſee the pious Race draw near, 
Upon the Lord to wait. 


2 Bleſt are the Souls who find their Place 
Among the Saints, the Sons of Grace; 
Praiſe their glad Tongyes employ : 
Their God doth feed * Poor 
With Bread, and makes their Cups run o'er, - 
And fills their Hearts with Joy. pP. 
ew T > | 3 Among, 


I TP HANKs: to thy Meme, O Lock thi wks 
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3 Among them, Lord, I love t' appear, 
And humbly worſhip in thy Fear, 
And bow before thy Feet: | 
For in thy Houſe, one Day has been 
Better —ç Thouſands, Nat! in Sin, | 
Tis ſo divinely ſwert⸗ J 7282152 k 


4 Tis ſweet, tho' I wade be 
To meet among thy Saints and Thee, 
Yet let me, tho' with Shame, 
Preſume to mingle my complaints 
With tue Diſtreſſes of thy Saints, 
Thou dear long · ſuff ring Lamb. 


5 Now fill the hungry Souls with Food, 
Now ſatisfy their Mouths with CD 


And grant a Crumb to me: A 
For this I'd ſay, if loft I were, 
I lov'd the Place and People where 4 
Thy Dwelling us'd to be. ' 


6 But, oh, my God! bleſs me alfo, 
For with thy Saints I long to go, 
Give me the meaneſt Place: 1 
And here I'll wait and worſhip till 
Below them all, on Sion Hill, xt 
1 bow before thy Face. 18 


RT N N XI 
For the Lo '-Dar, in the Morning. 


2 


One glorious Sabbath more behold z - 

Dear Shepherd, let us meet with _ 17 T4 

77 v . in this thy a | 
7 2 218 2 New, 
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2 Now, Lord, among thy Tribes appear, 
And let thy Preſence fill the Throng ; 
Thy awful Vojce let Sinners hear, 

And bid the feeble Heart be ſtrong, 


3 Gather the Lambs into thine Arm, 
Them on thy Shoulders bear this Day; 
And thoſe with Young, defend from Harm, 
And gently lead them leaſt they ſtray. 


4 Put forth thy Shepherd's Crook, and ſtay 
Thy wand'ring Sheep, and bring them back; 
And bring the Wand'rers Home 'To-day, —_ - 
And fave them for thy Mercy's Sake. | 


5 Let every Soul before Thee here, 

Thro' Thee the Door now enter in; 
Find Paſture with our Saviour dear, 
Sav'd from the Guilt and Power of Sin, 


6 Dear tender-hearted Shepherd, look, 
And let our Wants thy Bowels move; 
And kindly lead thy little Flock, 

To the ſweet Paſtures of thy Love. 


7 There ſweetly feed our hungry Souls, 

In flow'ry Fields near the ſweet Stream; 
Where living Water gently rolls, 
Towards the New Ferufalem. 


| COMPLAIN T. 
1 H! were my Heart an Holy Flame 
Of Love, to Thee dear ſlaughter'd Lamb, 


How happy ſhould I be! 


How ſhould I long to *ſcape away 
From Earth, and love the wiſh'd-for Day; 
But tis not ſo with me. 2 Beneath 
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2 Beneath a pond'rous Load I groan, 
And mourning o'er an Heart of Stone, 
I ſpend my Days i in Grief : 
While Croſſes come in countleſs Crowds, 


And veil my Mind with darkſome Clouds ; 
Where tall I find Relief ? —— 


3 I turn me to to the World, and ſee 
That's e*en a fink of Miſery, * Be WR 
I to Profeſſors take: r 
There angry Parties claſh and jar, Lt ll 
While Envy rages, Noiſe and War, 
Wide- Diſſolutions make. 1 1 


4 To here and there a: mourning Sheep, 

Who for themſelves and Sion weer 

I tell my troubled Heart : * 
We mix our Sorrows both in one, 

And to each other make our Moan, 
But cannot eaſe our Smart. 


5 Conſtrain'd at laſt, I ceaſe from Man, 

His Refuge fails, tis worſe than vain, - 
To my poor troubled Breaſt : j 

Oh ! could I find my Saviour's Throne, 


There I would all my Grief make enn. 
And He would give me Reſt. 


6 Come, heav'nly Dove, with thy kind Wings, 
Bear me above theſe tireſome Things, 
To Cuaisr, my hiding Place: 
There comfort me, yet more and more, 
in ſtormy Blaſts are all blown o er, 
And I Wal ſee thy Face. 


3 | HYMN 


. * 
„ 1 * OW . 
2 2 EZ 4 1 
"pop awful Dip; Siber hits on 
| When with reſiſtleſs Blow; 1 . 2 
The monſter Death will cut me * 
And lay my Body low. 3 


4 In dhe dark Oct bf the Thee," 2 
1 My mould ring Pleſh ſhall tax; 
= .-- Tin GabrieP's Trump fhafl call me forth 


At that ; tremend'ous Day. | 
— prepare me by = ora 2 
For that great Change N. eath ; 2 
And with a Smile upon my Face, 


Let me refign my Breath. _ 
h 4 When Death's proud Billows round n me roar, _ 
Sweet J=svs comfort me; | | 
And land me ſafe on Sien's Shore, ES 
. And take me Home to Thee. 


HY M N XL. 
And vow Lozv, what wait I for * my He it in Thee. 


Y Gon of Love, my deareft Friend, 
Pye none in. Heaven or Earth but "Thee, 
To whom I may my Tioubles vent, 


'That can Relieve or C n me. 
2. 2 - 7” . 2 Truly 


% 
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2 Truly this is a Vale of Tears, 5 
While Time in dark and gloomy Hours. 2 
Its ſharpeſt fierceſt Teeth prepares, ; 
And ſoon our promis'd Joys devours. 


3 My Morning Days like Flowers do fade, 
While I in ſecret, often weep ; 
Like Shadows o'er the Plain they're fled, 
Or like a Dream in filent ſleep 


4 I often think if, like a Dove, 
I had but Innocence and Wings; 
I'd fly and make a long Remove, * 
And ſcreen me from theſe tireſome Things. 


5 There I'd pour out my mournful Cries, 
There I, to eaſe my troubled Breaſt, 
Would breathe my Wiſhes thro' the Skies, 
Nor would I give my Saviour Reſt. > 


6 Dear Saviour draw my wand'ring Soul, 
From this poor World's vain triffing Toys 
Above, where living Fountains roll, bi 
There let me bathe my purer Joys. 


7 Come, my beloved, haſte away, 
Come ſkipping o'er the Hills ro me; 
Mark what my louging Soul would fay, 
Come, for my Spirit longs for thee, 


8 Draw me, dear Saviour, far above, 

Bid all my Sins and Sorrows ceaſe; 

Make known to me, thy pard'ning Lose, - 
And fill my Soul with Joy and Peace, - 


GG | 9 Oh 
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9 Oh! take and lead me by the Hand 


And let me travel ſweetly on; | 
Till I am brought at laſt to ſtand 
On Sion's Mount, before thy Throne. 


1 10 There where my bleſſed Ixs us reigns, 
PI ſpend a long Eternity; 

And help to ſing in joyful Strains, 
Praiſe to the Lamb who: once did die. 


21 There ſhall all Tears be wip'd away, 
And my poor wand'ring Soul find reſt ; 
And Love in one immortal Ray, 


Shall ſhine into my peaceful Breaſt, 


12 Then can I n&er love to exceſs, 
But feed thereon, and fill my Mind, 
And drink in Streams of heavenly Bliſs, 
Nor cver fear a Sting behind. 


H T MN LXIV. 
off Complaint of wandering T hought-. 


1 H! Lord, my careleſs wand' ring Heart, | 
A How oft it doth from Thee depart, | 
And clog my winged Zeal! - 
Then I am like a filly Dove, | 
Heartleſs I ſcarce a Wiſh can move, 
And Guilt doth on me ſteal. 


2 Thus, while my Days fly o'er in haſte, 
The golden Moments flide to walte ; 
Nor can I gain a Senſe 
Oft all theſe weighty Things impreſs'd, 
Upon my dull, unactive Breaſt ; . 
Ur welt in Penitence. 3 Tho 
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3 Tho? Jesus dy'd for Love, yet I 
Can ſeldom raiſe a Thought ſo high, 
Or view his woud'rous Love: 
Dear Lord, the wand'ring Sinner ſee, 
And ſweetly draw me after 'Thee, 
And make my Bowels move. 


4 Help me in penitential Woe, 
To mourn that J have gries'd Thee ſo, 
And caus'd Thee to depart : 5 
And leſt my Mind again ſhould rove, : 
Bind me with Cords of heavenly Love, { 
And ſeal me to thine Heart. . 


5 Oh! make me all an Holy Flame 
Of Love to Thee, thou lovely Lamb, 
Be this my ſweet Employ, 
To taſte the Streams of heavenly Love, 
Which Saints and Angels drink above, 
In that ſweet World of Joy. 


6 Help me, amidſt ten thouſand Snares, 
While in this World of Griefs and Cares, 
To keep my Mind above : 
Whate'er I have to-think or ſay, 
To ſpeak, or act, and wing my Way, 
And get me to my Love. 


H T W EW. ; 
Search me, O Loxp- | "0 


x ORD, if in me ane Sin doth live, 
Which doth thy Holy Spirit grieve ; 
O bid it now remove ? | 
Now make me willing from my Heart, 
With every darling Sin to part, | 
That I may taſte thy Lore. 2 Tho. 


* 
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2 Tho' I in Darkneſs wand' ring go, f 
Yet my dear Lord doth all Thirgs know, 
He knows this Heart of mine: 
Ol! that one Ray of heav'nly Light, 
Might pierce the gloomy Shades of Night, 
And thro' my Darkneſs ſhine. 


Dear Lord, the pitious Object ſee, 
In helpleſs Grief I mourn for Thee, 
Mourn that I cannot mourn ; 
Grieve that I cannot grieve aright, 
Nor love my Gop with all my Might, 

Nor watch for thy Return. 


4 Great Prince of Love, thy Power impart, 
Remove this adamantine Heart, 
Diſſolve it into Love; | 
Then Fruits of Holineſs ſhall grow, 
J ſhall be dead to Things below, 
And ſeek the Things above. 


I. 
Repentance ariſing from the Sufferings of CuRkIsr. 
I IVE me; O Lord, a melting Heart, 
That I may bear my filial Part, 
With all thy Sons of Grief: + 
Fain would I weep my Life away, 
Nor ceaſe 'till my expiring Day, 
A Mourner all my Life. 
2 Since for my Sins, the Lamb was ſlain, 


I put his righteous Soul to Pain, ; 


Ho can I &er forget: 
For me, his Hands and Feet were torn, 


For me, He felt the piercing Thorn, 
Por me the bloody Sweat. 1 


For 
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For me He cry'd, on yonder Tree, 
My God, why forſateft Thou mes 
He bow'd his Head and dy'd: 
For me He bore the Wrath divine, 
”"F'was for theſe curſed Sins of mine, 


My Love was crucify'd. 


4 Oh! that I could with Mary fit 

For ever weeping at his Feet, * 
Who bled to Death for me! : 

In mingled Tears of Grief and Joy, 

I wou'd my Days on Earth employ, 
Till I thy Face ſhall ſee. 


H T N XLVIE 
I 4 Morning HYMN. 


I HANKS to our Gop, He doth us keep, 
While we,on Beds of Eaſe do ſleep; 
Preſerves us thro? the loneſome Night, 
And brings us to the Morning Light. 


2 Thou, Lord our early Voice ſhalt hear, 
Our Voice of Praiſes and of Prayer : 
For Mercies paſs'd, Thee we adore, 
And early ſeek thy Face for more. 


3 Thanks to thy Name that Thou haſt rais d 
Us from our Beds, refreſh'd and eas'd: 0 5 
Oh! bid our Souls awake and riſe, 

Burſt every Shade, mount thro* the Skies. 


g 12 
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4 As we put on our Morning Dreſs, 
So clothe our Souls with Righteouſneſs ; 
And cleanſe us from the Filth of Sin, 


As we with Water waſh us clean. 


5 Thanks to our Gon, who clothes and feeds, 
And richly doth ſupply our Needs : 
Oh ! feed our Souls with heayenly Food, 
And let us drink our Saviour's Blood. 


6 Thanks to thy Name, O Gop of Might, 
"Whoſe Power reftores the Morning Light: 
Bright Son of Righteouſneſs appear, 
Our dark benighted Hearts to chear. 


7 Ariſe, O Son of Righteouſneſs, 
Shine thro? our Soul's dark Wilderneſs : 
Thy Light, and Heat, and quick*ning Powers, 
P Diffuſe throughout theſe Hearts of ours. 
f r H, F NI Wm. 
| As Evening HY MN. 
I . when J lay me down to fleep, 
LYN Vouchſafe dear Saviour me to keep, 
From all impending Hams : 
And whether I muſt or die, 


Put underneath as thou ſtand'ſt by, 
Thine everlaſting Arms. 


2 And hold me up while here I ſtay, 
And when Thou calleſt me away, 
Upbear my Soul above; 
And land me ſafe on Sion's Shore, 
Jo praiſe the Lamb for evermore, 


5 Por all his dying Love. 


HYMN 


H * M * 8. 
H YM N XLIX. 
Zec. iv, 7. 


REE Grace to every Heav'n-born Soul, 
Will be their conſtant Theme; 


Long as eternal Ages roll, 
They'll ſtill adore the Lamb. 


| 


2 Free Grace, alone can wipe the Tears 
From our lamenting Eyes, 
Can raiſe our Souls from guilty Fears, 
To Joy that never dies. 


Free Grace, can Death itſelf out-brave, 
And take its Sting away a 
Can Souls unto the utmoſt fave, - 
And-them to Heaven convey. 


4 Our Saviour, by Free Grace alone, 
His Building ſhall complete ; | 
With ſhouting bring forth the Head-Stone, , 
Crying, Grace, Grace to it. | 


5 May I be found a living Stone, 585 
In Salem's Streets above; 5 
And help to ſing before the Throne, 
Free Grace and dying Love. 


H Y M N I. 
Praiſe to the RæDbrkMER. 


I M kind Redeemer and my Gop, | 
What Favours haſt Thou ſhewn to me; 


That Thou haſt by thy precious Blood, 
Set. my poor Soul at Liberty. 2 Long 


. 


2 Long have I wand'red to and fro, 
To ſeek, but Reit I never knew ; 


Juſt like the Dove ſent out by Noah, 
Till unto Cuxisr my Ark I flew. 


3 But now I know there is a Reſt, 
Remains for the People of God : 

I feel, I feel it in my Breaſt, | 
*T was purchas'd with my Saviour's Blood. 


4 Dear Jxsus, at thy dying Love, 
With ſweet ſurprize, I ſtand, and gaze: 
Help me ye joyfu! Hoſts above, 
To fing my kind Redeemer's Praiſe. 


5 Glory to Thee, my bleeding Lamb, 
At Thy dear Feet, I'll ſing and bow ; 
With boundleſs Joy, and Holy Shame, 
Oh! let my grateful Heart o'erflow. 


6 My chearful Soul is on the Wing, 
Soaring to ſeek the Things above: 
And now I love to praiſe aud ling, 
And celebrate thy boundleſs Love, 


7 Adoring thus, I'll ſtand and gaze 
Into this dazzling Myſtery : 
Thus ſpend the Remnant of my Days, 
Thus ſpend a long Eternity. 


$ Come, oh ! my kind Redeemer, come, 
And make me fit to mount above 
To Heav'n, my everlaſting Home, 510 
To feaſt on pure yumingled Love. | 


HYMN 


E Ms ©: 
Ta. xlix. 13, 14, 15, 16, 


I ING, oh ye Heay'ns ! rejoice ! oh ye 
Who are redeemed from the Earth ; 

Break forth and catch the Melody, 

Ye parched Mountains, void of Mirth, 


2 For Gov hath comforted his Saints, 
And will in Mercy bow his Ear; 

And hear th' afflicted Souls complaints, 
And every weary Mourner chear. 


3 But Zion's fainting Mourners ſaid, 
Surely the Loxp's forgotten me: 
Ah, wo is me! I am afraid, 

I'm ſhut out of his Memory, 


4 But what inhuman Mother can 

Her little ſucking Babe forget ? 

Or can her harder Heart refrain 
From Grief, to ſee it mourn and fret? 


5 Or, if ſo barbarous, ſhe might prove, 

Unto the Fruit of all her pain; 

Yet will not Gon forget his Love 

To us, for whom the Lamb was ſlain. 


6 O no, our dear redeeming Lord, Mi 
Will ne'er forget, his helpleſs Sheep: 
For when with Nails his Hands were bor'd, 


Their Names thereon were graven'deep. 
* H 7 Dear 
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7 Dear Lord, is not my worthleſs Name, 
Among Thy dear redeemed Ones? 
Tho' I am nought but Sin and Shame, 
Yet think upon thy dying Groans. 


8 Why didſt Thou bleed, and groan, and die? 
If my poor Soul Thou didſt not love; 
And if Thou didſt not paſs me by, 
Let me thy ſweet Redemption prove. 


HY MN III. 
aj Weary World. 


7 H ! what a weary World is this, 
"Tis like ſome howling Wilderneſs, 
All full of Griefs, and Woes, and Cares, 
A ſinſyl, mournful Vale of Tears. 


2 Earth's promis'd Pleaſure end in Pain, 
Her empty Shows, and Sounds are vain g 
Convinc'd at laſt, I more than find, 


Her Joys can never fill my Mind. 


J Dear Saviour! whither ſhall I Hee ? 
Or ſcek for Comfort, but in Thee: 
If Thou diſdain to eaſe my Woe, 
Alas! Ive no where elle to go. 


But Thou inviteſt Wand'rers home, 
Ye heavy laden Sinners come; 
Weary, of all, to Thee I hafte, 


Oh! let we find thy promis'd Reſt. 
1 | 5 New, 


* # 1 = * 
5 Now, let my weary wand' ring Mind, 
Some laſting Conſalation find; 3 
Now SANousx, kindly let me prove * 
Thine eve aſting Reſt of Love. 


6 Thy Lore will be a ſweet Relief, | : 
Here let me drown my Cares in Grief, 


Let this my joyful Portion be, & 
Till Thou doſt take me Home to Thee. 


SO Wo. LIII. 


a t BK. 


* 


I Lamb is my ſweet Morning Star, 
I late have yd his Light: 

His Dawning I diſcern from far, 
Among the Shades of Night, 


2 Oh! ! that the Clouds were roll'd away, 
Which do my Soul benight ! 
That I more clearly might ſurvey, 
The Morning Star moſt bright. 


3 Bright Son of Righteouſneſs, ariſe, 
In this dark Heart of mine ; 
And let me with my favour'd Eyes, 
Behold thy glories Shine, i x 


4 Oh! ſhine, ſhine brighter, brighter till, - ts 

Thou lovely Lamb in me; 
Till Thou my Soul, with Glory Wb . 
Thro' long Eternity. | 


() 
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HT M N LIV. 


An HTM NM for the Spring. 


r NCE more the gloomy Winter's fled, 

Welcome returning Spring z 4 

Thy verdant Robe the Earth o' erſpread, 
And Birds begin to ſing. 


2 Nature from Death, begins to riſe, 
And ſpread its ſmilling Blooms ; 
The beautious Flowers ſalute our Eyes, 
And ſend forth ſweet Perfumes. 


3 And is my Soul laid freezing ſtill 
Beneath Death's carnal Shade ? 
Shine glorious Lamb from Sien's Hill, 
And warm, and raiſe the Dead. 


4 Plant in my Soul, the heav'nly Flowers, 
Which grow in Salem's Grove; 
And water them with joyful Showers, 
Of thy refreſhing Love. 


HL. N.N LY. 


Pſal. xxxix, 12. 


1 NCE more to Thee, I lift mine Eyes, 
Thou Lord, who heareſt Prayer; 
My Soul, for thy Salvation cries, * 
O, Gop of Love, give ear, 


2 My Spirit mourns in deep Diftreſs, 
While Sorrow, Sin, and Fears, 
AMi& my Soul; hold not thy Peace, 
DO Lord, at my fad Tears. 3 


. 


I am 


H T M N S. 


3 I ain a Stranger here below, 
As all my Fathers were: 
I'm wand'ring thro' this Vale of Woe, 
Unto another Sphere. 


4 Pity, thy Stranger, O my Gon, 
Who unto Thee would come; 
And waſh-me in my Saviour's Blogd, - 
And lead me ſafely Home. 


H YM N LVL 
The Mourner's Complaint. 


I EE, Lozp, an helpleſs Mourner fee, 
With fruitleſs Grief I mourn for Thee, 
But cannot feel Thee nigh : 
O hearken to my ſad Complaints, 
While here afſembled with thy Saints, 
Nor paſs a Mourner by. 


2 Long have I forrowing ſought my God, 
And junk beneath a pond*rous Loa 
Of Sin, and Unbelief : | 
Oh ! that the Lord would now appear, 
My ferble, mournful Soul to chear, 
And ſilence all my Grief. 


3 Sometimes, when Thou doft on me Smile, 
I ſeem to truſt Thee for a while, ICT 
But ſoon the Clouds appear; | 
And overſpread the ſadden'd Skies, 
I lift my weary longing Eyes, 
But cannot ſee Thee ngar, 
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4 Dear Saviour, ſhew thy Love to me, 
My longing Heart, cries out for Thee, 
Thy peaceful Smiles to meet: 
Or if thy Bowels can forbear, 
An helpleſs Mourner's Cries to hear, 
I' periſh at thy Feet. 


HT MN LIVI. 


An HY MM for the LORD's SUPPER. 


3 FT ESUS, Thou lovely bleeding Lamb, 
of Who underwent our Grief and Shame, 
Too ſave our Souls from Hell: 
While here we fit around thy Board, 
Thy Pain and Suff*rings to record, 
Thy Praiſe aloud we'll tell. 


2 We'll ſhout and ſing thy lovely Name, 
Loud Hallelujahs to the Lamb, 
We'll ſing thy Sov'reign Grace: 
Why didft Thou leave thy Throne above, 
To come and bleed to Death for Love, 
To fave our ſinking Race? 


3 Oh matchleſs Grace I oh boundleſs Love; 
Help us ye glorious Hoſts above, 
To ſound his Praiſe abroad: 
Hoſangah ! bleſſed be his Name, 
He fonght, and bled, and pvercame, 
And bought our Peace with God. 


4 Thus, will we crown thy Feat with Songs, 
And join with Heav'as triumphant Throngs, 
To fing thy bleeding Heart: 


FI, 
_ -F . 
: \ 
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Let. 
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Let every Soul, that mourning came, "Þ 
Break forth, and loud with-us proclaim ; 
Thy Lore before we part. 


5 Thus ftrengthen'd in our heay'aly Road, 
We'll travel to the Mount of God, 
To join in Gabriel's Song: 
There, while we banquet on thy Love, 
Our Songs ſhall fill the Orbs above, 
*Mong the Seraphic Throng. 


HIT MN LvIl. - "IF 
Sol. Song, viii, 5. 


* 


Lf HO is this heavenly Stranger, who 
That travels from this Vale of Woe, 
This Deſart howling wide? 
"Tis Chriſt's dear Spouſe, to Men unkuown, 
She leans on her beloved one, 


While ſhe is here exil'd. 


2 Onward ſhe moves, and makes t*wards Home, | 
Nor will ſhe reſt, until ſhe come 
Unto her Father's Houſe ; 
With Heav'ns glad Hoſts, there to fit down, 
_Eternally to wear the Crown, 
The Lamb's beloved Spouſe. 


3 Dear Huſband of thy Church, look down, 
And ſeize our Hearts, all for Thine owns 
Let Heavenly Love o'ercome ; Nh 
And make us thy beloved Bride, 44 
And keep us walking near thy Side, "# 
Ti Thou haſt brought us Hemg. 
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4 While in this Wilderneſs we ſtay, 
Guide us through all the dangerous Way, 
And while we lean on Thee, 
We'll march with Courage in thy Strength, 
Till all are brought to Heaw'n at length, 
Thy lovely Pace to ſee. 


At Meeting to Worſhip. 
I HEE Lord, in thy great Name we meet, 
And bumbly worſhip at thy Feet, 
How dreadful is this Plice!  *©- 
Since Thou haſt promis'd to be here, 
With proftrate Awe we woy'd draw near, 
To ſeek thy milder Face. 
2 Oh! give us all a pure Deſire, 
Kindle in us the Holy Fire, 
Which glow'd in ancient Saints: 
Give us, to feel our Sinfulneis, 
And fink into a ſweet Diſtreſs, 

1 And find out all our Wants. 
= 3 Help us, like Saints of old, to pray, 

3 Nor hide thy Face from us away, 

ZH Be preſent with us now: 

4 And let Thy ſweet redeeming Love, 

6 4 Deſcending from thy Throne above, 

2 Sweetly among us ffow. 

„ 4 Oh! let ub bear Thine heavenly Voice, 

Bid every mournful Heart rejoice, 

1 With Sin and Sorrow part: 

x Help us, to make our Saviour room, 
43 Come, oh] Deſire of Nations, come, 
And duell in ery Hear 

— 44 r : 
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Hrn 
ANOTHER. 


That Thou doſt ill to us afford, 
Once more to meet together here, 
What Love towards us doſt Thou bear! 


2 Come, Jas vs, now fulfil thy Word, 
Come, mcet among us, deareſt Lord: 
Come, let us feel thy Spirit move, 


And fill;-ob ! fill us with thy Love. 


3 Now, let our Evening Sacrifice, 
Up to the golden Altar riſe ; 

Caſt inthe Incenſe of thy Love, - - 
To bring before the Throne above. 


4 Thou Lamb of God, who once didſt bleed, 


Doſt thou not for us intercede ? 
And plead before thy Father's Throne, 
To anſwer when thy Children groan, 


\ 5 Then let our longing Wiſhes riſe, 8 1 3 


Help us to breathe them thro” the Skies; 


To Thee, we'd pour out our Complaints,” = 
Who hear'ſt the Cries of all 7 eint 


6 Dear Father, now, if we be Tine, 
Make us to feel thy Power divine; 
Make every Heart to leap for Joy, 
Fill every Soul will ſweet e. 


SY I . | | 7 Came, 


E bleſs thy Name, oh ! deareſt Lord, % 


rn 


7 Come, like a mighty ruſhing Wind, 


3 
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Let heavenly Love fill every Mind; 
Then our rejoicing Tongues ſhall raiſe, 
Sweet Songs of great Jehovah's Praiſe, 


ANOTHER. 
New Lord, be with us, when we meet, 
And let our Fellowſhip be ſweet ; . 


Let heav'nly Love fill every Heart, 
And bleſs us all, before we part. 


HY MN LI. 
At Parting. | 


i OW, Lord, we part in thy great Name, 


In which we here together came; 
Help us, our few remaining Days, 
To live unto Jehovah's Praiſe. 


2 Help us, in Life, and Death, to bleſs 
The Lord, our Strength, and Righteouſneſs, 
And. bring us all, to meet above, 
Then ſhall we hetter fing thy Love. 


| x c . Rev. vii, 14, Oe. | 
I OW happy are the Saints above, 
H Who once were mourning here ; 
But now they taſte unmingled Love, 
And Joys without a Tear. 
bans VEE. 1 
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2 From Tribulations great, they came, 
And Sorrow, dark as Night; 
And in thy Blood, Thou holy Lamb, 
They waſh'd their Garments white. 


3 Not for their Sufferings, or their Pain, 

Are they before the Throne: i 
But for their Sins, the Lamb was lain, —— 
And they his Grace have known. mo 


4 The weary Pilgrims there ſhall reft, r 
Nor Thirſt, nor Hunger more; | 
Eternal Peace ſhall fill their Breaſt, Pf 
Where Storms are all blown o'er. * 


5 The Lamb ſhall feed and lead them there, 
Where living Fountains riſe: 
And wipe away each mournful Tear, 
From their lamenting Eyes. 


6 Oh, how amazing is their Bliſs! i 
In that ſweet World of Love; ” 

Prepare me, Lord, by Sov'reign Grabe. 
To dwell with them above. EY 


*.1 


H Y M N III.. 
4 View of HEAVEN. — 
* RISE, 2 contemplative Powe rs, 
A Go view, Heav*ns Fields above; 


How they're adorned with the Flowers, 
Of God's unveiled Love. 
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⁊ There evercblooming Beanty's ſeen, 
WE. - - And Fruits delicious grow 

Xx The Tree of Life, ftands tall and green, 

* A And Streams tranſparerit fow. + 

. 8 There Angels round their heav'nly King, 11 
* Sing forth adoring Strains; 
1 Which with reſounding Echos ring, | 
; - . Fhro' all the lightſome- Plains. . 


. 4 There, Walls of precious Stone combine, | 
And rouud the City meet; 


Asa ſparkeling cryſtal Pavements ſhine, 
Amidſt the, golden Street. 


5 ne Jesvs ſmilling ts, 
Upon a Throne of Grace 
Ten thouſand ſpotleſs Beauties meet, 

In his moſt * Face. 


LS. Thus, while we ew the promis'd Land, 
By Faith in Issus'“ Love; 
Our ſoaring Spirits winged tand, 

And long to mount above. 


* 
= 


